in fact,
Be nobody else but you."

POETRY.

The Clouds.

I lova to see the clouds o by,
Like dark and smoky mountains,
And someumes in the blue, blus sky
I think I sea a fountain.

And sometimes at the fountain

Children I see there;
They run behind the mountalns
ewhebre,

And disgppear som

The mountain goes awal),
And all at once I sea

Those very happy children
Looking down at me,

The sun ls setting low,
Mother calls ms, too;
Good-bye, little cloud-giris;
I must be leaving you.
—HElizabeth Finch.

Boydion, Va
A Round Trip.

At Tiredville the trip begins,
We soon reach Drowsy Centre;

The gates of Sleepyland we push
Apart, and slowly enter.

Within are dreams of every kind,
And naps of every nation;

We must take cars, or nightnsares mad
Will chase us from the station.

But, when wa've once reached Slum-
bertown, :
We've no more need to worTy;
The journey back to Wida-awake
We tuke In quite & hurry.
—Julie M, Lippman in the Christian’

Register.

UNCLE JED'S TALK TO WIDE-
AWAKES.

There used to be a belief that oppor-
sonity déid not kmock at the door but
pnece, and that settiad it once Tor all,

Now, Wide-Awakes, thare isn't a
word of truth in that. Opportunity is
alwava knocking at everybody's door,
and the reason he does not help folks
is because they will not help them-
#eclves.

Many people take mo notice of op-
portunity because he isn't calllng
them to lead the procession. Oppeor-
tunity calls people to lead the proces-
gion, but he aiways cazlls those who.
can do it. He, however, makes mno
speclaity of processiona.

Opportunity has demanded that &
iad should geot up early in the-morn-
ing when he dldn't want to, and obadi-
ence has carried such a Iad to tha pres-
idency of the TUnited States; it has
called upon voung men to put on over-
plis and .mpers and to work In the
grime when they did not want to, and
taught them lessons which made them
Egreat.

Opportunily dJdoesn’'t rcall people to
wear Sunday clothes all the time, or
to do things which are most pieasing
to them., Opportunity ealls people to
service and he has opened the door
for a kingship the beginning of which
was perll and drodgery.

Remember that opportunity is not
the patron of soft snaps—he ie not an
admirer of kid-gloved dudes. He is
fond of and partial (o the worker who
takea hold of tha work presented for
him to do and does it.

Opportunity Is not what you want,
but what someons else wants. Fo:g'et
voursel! and meet apportunity at any

’ ]
hour of the dey or night and your Te-
ward will be sure.

LETTERS OF ACKNOWLEDGMENT.

Nancy Parh-idm of Poquetanucl:
I reqgelved the p book and like it
very much. I was pleased when I got
it I have road some of it and lke
it. I thank you for the book.

Elizabeth O'Neil of Norwich: I thank
yvou very much for the book which I
have received. I have read it through
and foumnd it very interesting.

Helen M., Whittaker, Providence, R.
L: 1 received she lovely book, “Water
Bables,” which you sent me. It is very
interesting =0 far as I have read.
Many thankas, ’

Harry Cookaen, Centérville, . L: T
thank you very much for the book. 1
have read it, arnd it s very nice.

Raymond |. Royoe, Norwich: Thank
you for the book you gave me as a
prize. I enjoy reading it very much,

PRIZE BOOK WINNERS.

Hampton—

T—Hazel Huling, of
Agnes

“Twrading and HExploring, by
Vinton Luther.

2—Horatio Bigelow, Jr., of Norwich—
“Camping Out,” by C, A, Stephenson.

3—Blanche Demuth, of Baltic—"Tom
Swift and His Wizard Camera,” by
Vietor Appleton.

4—Georga Farrell, of Norwich—"Fex
Hunting,” by C, A, Stephenson.

5—Friodas Retkovske of Norwich—
“Robinson Crusoe,” by Daniel DaFoe,

6—Jossie L. Brehant, of Looust Val-
ley, 1. I.—"Off the Geysers,” by C. A.
Stephenson.

7—Vincent L. Waters, of Williman-
tic—"A Child's Garden of Verses," by
R. L. Steveason.

8—William Stanton, of Willimantic
—“Black Beauty,” by Anna Sewall

Winners of books living in Norwlich
may call at The Bulletin business office
for ithem any time after 10 a. m. on
Thursday.

STORIES WRITTEN BY WIDE-A- |
WAKES,

34 George Washington.

George Washington, the first presi-
dent of the United States, was honest,
Kind and true, ~
His father gave him a new hatchet,
S0 he ran off into the orchard and
began chopping his fatber's cherry
tree,

The tree was soon down and he hur-
ried home.
Hig father was out around the or-
chard and he saw that his cherry
tree was chopped. When he reached
bome he inqguired about the tree. He
asked Georgs.
George sald: “Father, I cannot tell
a le, I did it with my little hatchet.”
LILLIAN BREHANT, Age 15.
Locust Valley, L. I

A Soft Answer Turneth Away Wrath.
Patience was a dear little eight-
year-old girl, that iived in Lexington.
She and her girl friends were sew-
ing samplers,

This is what Patience had to sew
on her sampler: A goft answer turn-
eth away wrath.”" —Patlence Arnold.
One Aay her mother left her alone
in the housa for a few hours, while she
visited a sick lady. She gave Patlence
the key of the barn, where the am-
munition was kept, to take care of,
and said:

“Do not give the key to anyone un-
til T return.”

Patience kept on sewing. Thare wera
80 many letters for her to sew and
they were so croolked, that they looked
Hke the minute-men whom her father
drillag on the village green. i
When she was gewing the word Pa-
tlence, a gontleman entered tha room.
He paused to look at Patlence's trem-
bling fingets and then said:

“I ask for shelter for my men.” Ha
pointed to a number of soldlers out-
slde. The gentleman sald. “1 tried to
open the barn door, but it was locked.”
Then he asked for the koy.

Patlence took it from her apron
pocket and held it under her sampler.
The gentleman called his soldlers in
and told them to seprch the house, as
he wanted the barn key., Thay gearch-
ed evervwhere,
Then he grew very
“Qive me the key.
Patiencs sald: “T have the kawy, bat
was told not to rive it to anyone un-
til my mother retorna.™

She showed the gentleman the words

angry and said:

at the top of her sampler which read:

SUNNY DAYS IN INSECTVILLE

Something Interesting About the Place

(Copyrichted.)

Insectville has iis resident enemles
to =ociety, for we fAnd thers the mole,
which lives upon inseots, burrowing In
the ground; the lizsard which ts fond

tender caterpillars, lurking in the
gadcrws of the logs and rocks:; the
grags-snakes, which dehight in captur-
ing sluggish creatures In the grass:
Ale toads that fnd all sorts of flles
good eating, and the bats which hang
in the trees by day and capture the
blggest moths on the wing at night;
&0 say nothing of the birds known as
fly-catchers, which nest ¢clos< by: but
Insectville is populous and there are
always enough Insects to mest all the
demands of

These insects come in their season,
Just llke the plants, and. strange to
saywhen the plants are ready for them.
And the flowers are called bes-flowers
and butterfiy-flowsrs, and meth-flow-
ers, according to thelr shape and vie-
ftore. How special flowers wers de-
signed to afford honey to special in-
sect visltors it not known, and never

flower, and cannet make peed without
their help; and the snap dgragon is a
and it

umble-bee flower;

man had Tearned their use to himself;
and there silk was belng spun and nety
were being made long befure women
were attired in silk, or fishermen cast
thelr nets Into the sea to catch fish.
New England's November moth has
only a sllken net-work cocoon, and
the wasps are paper makers, ang the
mason bees always busy, while the
spider is making silken suspension
bridges across the water and diving
bells to do submarine work.
Insectville has its industries, you
‘slie, as well as lts pleasures and per-

If there are no tailors there fashions
are not entirely abseat, for nature sees
that her children are prettily and dis-
tinclively dressed, and so the Insecls
have much more variegated plumage
than the birds, and are as beawtiful
tc the oye us flowers; and Mr. and
Mrs. Papillo have various styles, as
do/Mr. and Mrs. Graptz, Mr. and Mrs.
Hésperidae, Mr. and Mrs. Colias, and
Danals and Argvnnis, and all the rest,
and the moths which fiy by might are
as brililantly dressed as if they ex-
pected the lights to be turned on, And
the young change their dress and their
colors with great regularity, each fam-
ily having its own dlstinctive style in
each stage of itg lite. :You see it
would not bes at all strange If men
learned the art of style direct from
nature, for it is never lacking.

And Insectviile is not without its
orchestra, for it has its double drum-
me>s in the cicadae, ita flddlers among

chirpers among
cricke ta singers among the hees
and the files, and August is the month
mme,w there is rent with wierd

It is no easy matter to tell all that
is to be seen, learned or heard in In-
sectville. It is a place where Is
an Intruder, and his footfall will put [
& hush upon the whole place. Eain

> as momething fo fear and
and he must behave him-
lllf‘tﬂl\-m confidafoe, when once

te man, but they

very much

bhay,
Kittens upon {t.
fun with the organ grinder's monkey,
who danced and bowed and piayed

thipga a llon sprang at

but Aid not f I
B & | but the horns of which

have caused my death.”

live A mere ant's 1ife out here?
I have stores of good things to eat at
home.
me, and ses what T bave to give you”

by & ws and the
Salts 5y spudvec ot |2

Laoust Valley, L. L
A Home-Made Ball.

If it is a rainy dey and you want
something to do, make a soft bail thnﬁ
you oan use in the house. You wi
need only a cork, some cloth to tear
Into strips, a plece of stronz twine, and
: ;tlt.m.ll quantity of bright colorad

L)

The cork is the foundation. Around

this wind sirips of muelin, which you |

have torn into half inch strips. Wind
slowly and keep the ball gulte round.
When it iz ag large as you want it,
talko L}:.a }Wimmngnd_ tie it over thauba.ll
Securs orm divisions or sectlons
Iike thg'ae of an orange.

Now thread a fape needls with the
wool, tie it where the cross seotions
meet, and then lace It round and round
the ball, in and out of the twine, till
it is compleiely covered. Xeep the
wool guite smooth and even and go
over one string and under the next.
If you huve not a tape needle, thread
4 darning needle and use it wrong end

firat.
. GEORGE FARRELI., Age 13,
Norwich.

A February Picnie.

Onee upon a time there was a Jlit-
tle girl named Nellie. She was always
wishing that she had been born In
June, so that shs might have a birth-
day lawn party like the other girls
she kmnew.

One day her mother told her that
she had sent ous Invitations to her
lHttle friends, Inviting them to come
to a jawn party Thursday, Nellle did
not see how they could have a lawn
party in the snowy woods. But her
mother told her not to ask gquestions,
but walt until the time cama.

Whean the children came they were
surprised for In the barn
on the floor of the loft was a nice green
carpet with trees and flowers all
arouond §t. -

In one corner was a pile of sweet
with old Doosle sand her three
They also had much

with the hoys and girls.
Soon luncheon was served, and when

it was time to go home thay sald it
was the folllest and funniest plenlc
they ever attended in all

G

their lives,

. W, Age 18.
Pogquetanuck,

Bonnie and the Spool of Thread.
Once upon a time there was a lit-

tie kltten and we called it Bonnie.

Bonnle was a nice little kitten and

had gray and white fur and he would
olimb on the window
woulkd meouw for all he was worth an-
;fll we wouwld open the door to let

m

slll, then he

in.
One fine day whon the children were

all at schoo! Mamma and the baby
went out for a walk and left Bonnle
In under the stove asleep and Mamma
did not know it. Well, Bonnis went
into the sewing room and got one of
mamma’s black spools of thread and
then he was looking for a comfortable
place to
but finally went into the parlor and
sat in a big spring rocking chair and
began to unwind the thread from the
8pool,
with
to ery.

lay with the spool of

unt!l Bonnle was all covered
the thread, and then hs began

Just then mamma and tha baby

came in from their afternoon wali.

Then memma put the baby to bed.

}Slha wes reading the paper when she

the Ikitten ory. She put her
per on the table and went to find
onnie, Just then she heard the cry

again and went Into the parlor and
nvtl:rI the bunch of thread. Then she
sald:

‘Well, T declare, this cannot bs Bon-

nle” and she went to plok it up and
felt of Bonnie, and pulled him ont,
and threa days after Bonnle ran away.

BLANCHE DEMUTH, Ags 14,

The Stag at the Lake.
Ope warm day a stag stopped to

auench his thiret at a lake. Tho water
was so clear that he saw himself In

L as he bent down to drinic
What fine large borns 1 have,

thom]ght he; but bhow weak and thi
my

“Fe.“wa

Af he was thinking about thees
him.

The stag turned and ran,

His thin legs wers swift and Hhis

feel were sure and so long as they
wers on the plaln he ontran tha lion.
But when they came to the woods, his
horns caught in the bough of the trea
and held Bim fast until the lion fell
upon

him. F

The stag cried out: “Alas! the legs
scorned would have saved my life,
I was so proud

. HATTIE GRAHAM, 11,
Taftville, Box 270. e

Field Mouse and Town Mouse.
A fleld mouse had a friend who lived

in a house In town.

The town mouse was asked one day

to dine with the flald mouse,

Out he went and sat down to a meal

of corn and wheat.

The town mouse looked at th‘ia plain

fare with scorn and seld:

“Do you know, my friend, that vou
Why,

Come to town and dine with

So the two set out for town, and
there the fown mouse showed him

meal and dates, hin cheess and caks,
and mBny sweets.

As the field mouse ate he thought

how rich his frlend was and how poor
he wus.

But while they were feasting a man

came Into the room, and the mice were

in such fright that theéy ran Into a
crack. &

By and by, when the man had gone,
they crept out again.

Just then a cat came In.

“Run for Your life!" cried the town

mouse,
Away flew the mice and reached a
hole just In time to save their lives.

Then the fleld mouse would eat no
more, but sud to the town mouse:

“FPlease yourself, my good friend:
eat all you want. You are rich, but
you are in a fright- the whole time. I
am poor, I know. [ have nothing to
eiag hitt ;&'heattud corn; but I will
live on those, In no fear of e

SOPIIE THOMA, Am.
Norwich.

Ocean Beach Day.

Every year at Ocean Beach they
have a holiday which they eall Ocean
Beach day.

There are rowing races, waiking the
greased pole, and diving, with many
other evente, ’

I am going to tell you about the last
Beach day.

My brother was in the rowingz race,
g0 he went and got hls entry hilank
about & week ahead of time. They
were going to have the contest In the
afternoon. So we cleaned the boat in
the morning. Afier dinner ww started,

When we got there they were walk-
ing the grsased pole, pols was
festened to the wharf at ona end and
the other end was out over the water,
A handkerchlef was fastened to the
outer end. The boys started from the
wharf and tried to the handiker-
ah(p:hmdddﬁv:ﬂoﬂ.d t was funny to
see them and go splashing nto
the water, Al last one of them got it,

Then came thas

- The tub race wWas very 2

boyas got inic some Uitle and
paddled with their hands. Most of
them tipped over, and ‘when they got

to the end of the race all of them had
haed & ducking, . :

That night there were fireworks, but
the fog came in and m them.
HORATIO BIGELOW, . Age 10.

Norwich,

The Celifornia Earthquake.

I am a Hitle girl. 1 llved In San
Francisco et the time of the earth-
quake. One day while I was playing
I heard a rumbling nolse, WAS S0
frightened I ran to my mother. My
father was sleeping and he woke up.

Soon theve was a large, loud crash
heard. We then took our things and
ran out. I became lost amo & crowd
of people. 1 went out of the crowd
and ran to the coast., There I went
on board a steamer. By and by the
other people camg on and soon we
started.

We went through the Golden Gale,
out to the Pacific ovean, We then sail-
ed down the coast of, Mexico and
South America, up the Atlantic ocean
to England.

en we landed all the pepple went
to hotels and boarding houses, #o T
went, too. '

Ons day while I was avalking In s
park I met a man and woman whom 1
recognized as my mother and father.
Weo all were glad to eéee each other.

After & month tn England we came

1 have hean hera ever since, A
FRIEDA RETKOVSKE, Age 11.
Norwich.

LETTERS TO UNCLE JED.
Unocle Tom's Farm.

Dear Tncle Jed: I thought T would
write and tell vou about Papa's visit to
Terryville to my Tncle Tom's

He told me that Uncle Tom is very
fond of ralsing colts and tralning

them., and that he has two young
ones Now.
Auntie has a lot of hens, turkeys

and ducks, and Consin Gilbert has
rabbita,

He wanted Papa to bring =a
pair home to us, but Papa thought he
had enough chores to do without feed-
ing rabbits. I suppose he means we'd
forget to feed them, as Brother John
and I do forget to do our chores some-
times.

I hope to visit them myself some
day, and then I wiil tell wyou more
about them.

FLORENCH WHYTE, Age 9.

Scotland

Her Summer Vacation.

Dear Uncle Jed: June 16iH we got
out of schcol The school had a piemnic
and after the picnic we played games
and ran races. When It was about 4
o'clock T went home.

In the morning T have to help my
Mother do some work;: In the after-
noon I go down to the orchard and I
E=t some apples. If it is Wednesday
we go to sewing school to learn how to
sew.

The lady who shows us how to sew
is Mrs. Selmes.

In July we had company for abont
two weeks. Mv Uncle John and Cous-
in Helen and Cousin Lawrence from
FPhiladeiphia. He was a lttle eick, so
he thought he would come te the coun-
try. He is now very i1l in bed,

WWhile they were visl at our
houss wa want to Baltic, and when has
went home we went down to New Lon-
don with him to get the train.. It was
an hour and a half late.

I got lots of Christmas presents, and

I ho syou did.
A ROY AMTINTOSH, Age 10.
Hanover. ’
My Pet Dog.

Dear Tncla Jed: My pet Is a dog.
He is brown and white, Fis name 18
Dick,

Whaen e bought him hs was so
gmall and cunning that anyons couzld
put him ia thelr pockat.

He has many brothers and sisters,
and when they comes togather they
play vary rough.

One day he want te ssa his mother.
e seemed yvery much afraid of her,
B8he became very angry with him, and
when he did come up shs lifted up her
paw and hit him in the face..

My kitty desan’t 1fle Dielc vary well.
Every ohance she gets she hits him
with her paw.

YWhenever we take him anywhere
he alwava runs away, and when we
gat home we find him walting on the
stops for us.

HELHEN WILLETT, Age 10.

Poguetanuoclk,

My Rooster.
Tiear TUncle Jed: One day our dog
wie <haslng my roosfer. he drove

him Into the hHushes, where there was
gome wire. The rooster got his leg
tangied in the wire and broke (L,

Iﬁ:msht him into the house; then
I got two small pleces of wood. [ put
one piece on each gide of his lag. an
1 gét a plece of cloth and wound it
around his leg, and I tled {t tight with
string. -

After T dld this T put him iz a place
by himsaelf. He was thers fur about
thres weels, ;

One day my mcther sald that he
wes using his leg which had been
brokan. ure enough he was,

it was not long afterward whan he
began to use both feet. You cannot
tell now his leg had ever been broken.

HAE:E.L. HULING, Ago 14

Hampton.,

Borrowing a Brother,

Dear Uncle Jad: A little boy named
Howard was very lonesome. One day
he said to his mother:

“Mamma, O, I do wish I had some-
one to play with!™

Mamma <ould not help it

Then & new family moved across the
road. There were no children to play
with except a 1 year old boy.

Howard got acguainted very soon, so
he asked if he might borrow the little
baby.

He could, and what delighiful times
they had together. The baby played
with the rubber ball and the marbles,

Every pleasant day he borrowed a

brother. —,
T.OTUISA ERAUSS, Age 13,
Taftville.

A Handsame Cat.

Dear Tnele Jed: About two years
ago I was visiting a frlend and saw a
kitten sprawling about., Thay sald
they were golng to drown' it

1 felt mo morry for it that they gave

it to me. It was a long, slim cat and
80 homely. Now it has grown to be a
big, black, shiny cat. We named It
Buaster,

A vear ago last Thanksgiving I took
him to visit Grandma.

Buster ate some pumpkin seeds a
1tttle while ago and was very slck.

We are golng to get him a catnip
bail right away, and we have got a
catbook for him.

1 take him to bed with me at night,
but instead of scratching, as most cats

do, he bites, He }:1 2 years old and is
lump and g
v%ol?ldn't u like to sea him?

RED TRUAX, Age 10.
Serth Manchester,

_Her Little Kitten,

Dear Uncle Jed: | um golng to tail
pu mbatit my pet. My pet 18 a llttle
ZIM Has |s moat ull gray, Fe has
little bluck and white on him.

[

‘o should ses him play with his

to Norwich, in the United States, and |,

He will bite on Jt 5o hard I

should think he would hurt it. He is

only a baby kitten. I _have had him

two weeks, bot he seams to know ev-

érywhere about the house.
JOSHPHINE HOLEROOK, Age 10.
Norwich.

Different Kinds of Fowl,

Dear Uncle Jed: I llve on a farm
whare we Keep geese, turkeys, ducks,
hens, guineas and five littie banties.

I Bave one little banty which 1 call
Queeny and another larger creeper hen
narned DBetsy.

They all come by the doorsteps
looking for their feed every morning
and night, and seem so very glad to
see me when I go to feed them that
they follow me all around.

At night they & to roost In a
small builldisg wheoo nice piace is
prepared for them. -

¢ VIOLET MAIN, Age 12

Mystic

Trapping Muskrats,

Dear Uncle Jed: One Monday I set
nine traps and the next morning I
went to them and got five muskrats,
and then 1 want home and ekinned
tham and hung them up to dry.

I went the next morning and got
one muskrat, and the next morning I
did not go because If rained, and then
it smowed. Then T took the traps up
hecanse it rained so much.

MAURICE P. FL.YNXN, Age 13,

Hallville.

He Likea to Collect the Eggs.

Dear Trncla Jed: 1 thought T would
write and tell you about the

where 1 llve,
We have two horses, tem cows and
a w.lr of oxen.

L] h.n.vn ebout forty hens and pul-
lets, I‘like to leed the hens and get
the egge.

RDINAND SYLVIA, Age 9.
Beotl .
ecotland L
Her Deoa Spet.

Dear Tnele Jed: Befora I go to
school in the morning my dog Spot
and I have a walk togeather,

At night when T come home he wants
hlg walk just the same. So instead of
taking a walk I get a stick and throw
it far away and then run and hide.
After he geats the stick he comes to
find me,.

We have great times together.

When 1 siide down hill T take him on
the sled with me. Sometimes I drag

wrong track.

“‘continual good heaith.”

King’s Puremal:

There is only one “Eternal Youth,” and tha:

el N
2

will insure a good digestion and a hearty appetite. |

is a'food and a tonic combined.

Malt and Hops—H:

pophosphites of iron and lime. No family giould be

without a supply.

Collier’s Weekiy, in ii=s lasus of Septembesr 19,
0 e S g i Ry :3-'?":t 5
Wasner. Thera was printed in this -:-Holn A

Doub or

Housewives May Choase Without
was the result of saveral years,
State Normal School at Westfleld,
tion of Professor Lewls B. Allyn.

tioned among the food products

KING'S PUREMALT is =old at all
drug stores and in strict conformity
with the Pure F snd Drug Act of
June 30, 1808. BSend for prices to your
druggist or to ua,

King's Puremait Department,
36-38 Hawley St, Boston

little Rags very much. Rags lkes
handkerchiefs. He pick= up every ons
he finds and brings it home. He likas
to go to schook but the teacher puts
him out. )
Believe ms, he ain't no fool!
WILLIAM STANTON, Age 5.
Willimantic.

He Helps Do the Chersa

Dear Uncle Jed: I have three broth-
ers and two sleters. I am next to the
aldeast, |

My father has 183 acres on the
farm. We have twelve haad of stook.
1 help to do the chorss. 1 blean the
stable and pitch down the day, and do
other things

ARTHUR GAGER, Age 10

Scotiand

Likes Country Lifs.

Dear Uncle Jed: I llve in Hanover.
My father owns a farm that ocontains
about 78 acres. He owms one horse,
eight cows, 150 hene and a Httle calf

about three wesks old. '
I Nve near the schoolthouse. chureh,
postoffice and =tare. -
I am in,

~-I go to 1 every day.
the ssvent¥ grade. My B Damse
i8 m.sah Standish and I like her very
miuc

I halp my father and mother. I go
wwith my father every morning for s
ride. : Hke to ride on horasbacl.

Every night when I comsa homse
from school I milk two cows,

I have lived In the country all my
Hfe. I wouldn't ke to Itve In the
city. Wouldn't you lfks to ltve in the

cou:nﬂ"?
FLO CE ACINTOSH, Age 12,

Hanover.

Rhode Isiand Reds.
Dear Uncle Jed: I thought I would
write and tell you about our heans
Wa have about & hundred. Our hens
)¢ about 13 eggs = day. ]
e give tham corn and onats. Wae
hen,

have the Rhode Island Reds.
They Bre & very good laying
and we llke them veary well,
MARTHA I. GRAY,
Yantio. *

The Crab and the Kitten.

Dear Uncle Jed: I went crabbing
lext summer with sorne boys and girla
I got & lot of crabs. My mother
would hardly belleve that I caught so
many mbysell.

Mamma

Heasltonoy
analytical work bhy ths pupils of the

puiftiahed an
Margaret

Which
2 This list

mnder the & -
KING'S PUREMALT ‘= mes.

absolute pure guality,

fathar came home just then, so he got
Tom away from the crab.
Ihmtmmmmmrm-
dinner: but I &d not ext any becauss
they were so mean to hart my cat so
-mmuch the day before
Next yeoar we boys will go crabbing

and I will sema to you, i
VINCENT F, WATHRS, Age L
Pogustanwci.

yom

A Moose.

Deaar Unels Jed: Ons day when listle
Robbide was visiting his oncls In Maine
he saw a Mrge cdumsy animel with big
he was running at full

Bitle Robbie saw him he

¥
i
1

i

on him, and when they
m they fired, but never

;
!
g
¢

|
!
255
i
o

]
s
:

g

:
¥

about
and his onoles teld him it was
OTI8 CONRAD.

|

IDOOBS,
Norwioh,
Lwoy’s Venilla Saues.

Dear Uncla Jed: Some of the Wida-
Awskes may want to try vanilia sance
Mix a tesspoon of cornstarch with
one-hall of sugar. Then pour on
ome oup of watar. Then Ist It
five minutes, After bolled five
add the Dbeatsh white of an

of vanifla

report. I will close.
LIOCY A GRATY, Age 10,

A Vielt o Uncie's Farm.

Daar Unole Jed: T wil tall you
about my vigit to my undes farm mst

Every morning my consinsg and 1
woul go and uncis milk
cows and the
cousin Albert would fest the
henas and rabbits; then we wenld pler
mtll dlnnen

In the afberpoon we would go in the
tha TIttie

s nice time and indand bto n-o
next Satnrdey.

him on it
put them in a pan, and one BLANCHE RICHATD, Age T
y EDITH M. HILL, Age 13. big one got out of the pan on the Tuntic.
OUneco. fioor. My kitten saw him, so0 he
thought he would play with him. He Ch , In Soothwestars As-
Little Rags. went toward one of them and the crab |gam, 18 the wetlest place tn the world
Dear Uncle Jed: I've got a little yel- | get hold of hig leg. The cat cried, but | The rainfell there 1z 730 inoh.
low dog. His name is Rage. I like|I didn't dare to go very near; bul my "es.

®  Should hogs be better raised
| than babies?

R X

Two lowa

| women thought not. They
judged babies as cattle are

judged

FERD. NOWATSKY, 229 Main Street, =

QED. A. DAVI® a

and awarded prizes to
the healthiest babies at baby
shows. * They started a move-
ment for “Better Babies™
which is spreading every-
where, and the Woman's
Home Companion is helping.
The March number tells all .
“about t—15c.
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